WAR AND  DEATH

the builder of the fort of Shisur in some distant past, and I
have heard that in the surrounding desert plain are still to
be seen shadowed furrowings as though once it had known
the plough; astonishing if true, for so limited is the water
of Shisur and so arid the place that a fair-sized raiding party
could not last out there for more than a week. 'The sword
of God has been upon the diraj said one Badu to me in
allusion to the^ drought of recent years.1

Beyond to the eastwards in the otherwise naked plain lay
Hailat ash Shisur, another tiny copse, the scene only three
years before of a bloody affray between rival raiders,
amongst whom were members of my escorting Arabs.
Their story was of particular interest to me because I had
myself barely escaped colliding with one of these parties a
hundred miles to the eastwards. It comprised twenty-five
men of the Sa'ar and Karab tribes who had come by this
way to fall upon a small Mahra encampment at the water-
hole of Andhaur. There they killed seven men for the loss
of one, but he a shaikh, and departed with booty of forty
camels. Four or five days later my exhausted little party
reached Andhaur from the east after a six hundred miles'
march to hear of the disaster from a terror-stricken
member of the Bait ash Shaikh; and I remember well taking
part in a discussion upon the unhealthiness of camp-fires
by night; we discontinued them forthwith in spite of bitter
"cold.

Now I heard that this particular raiding party, which had

1 On every journey I have made during the past six years in Oman,
and in South-east and central South Arabia, I have heard the same story.
The natives avow that there has been a falling off of rains, scant though
they ever were, within their lifetime. The date crop of interior Oman is
but a half of what it was a generation ago, and many plantations, have
perished of drought.

['37]